uream

The pale gray and black dry thorns upon the way
Under my tread blossom to beaming rays,
The universe is a lyre that tunes a play,
Fragrant with my heart's rosary of godly  grace.
I have shattered the hard rocky  prison
Like a spring my spirit has risen
And flooded the desert horizon ;
My life  illumines  the  death-dark  night of   time and
space.